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Which, had they but a lasting state,                     15

Or if in Celia's breast
The force of love might not abate,

Jove were too mean a guest:
But now her breach of faith far more
Afflicts, than did her scorn before.                         20

Hard fate! to have been once possess'd,

As victor, of a heart,
Achiev'd with labour and unrest,

And then forc'd to depart.
If the stout foe will not resign,                              25

When I besiege a town,
I lose but what was never mine;

But he that is cast down
From enjoy'd beauty, feels a woe
Only deposed kings can know.                               30
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KNOW, Celia, since thou art so proud,
'Twas I that gave thee thy renown;

Thou hadst in the forgotten crowd
Of common beauties liv'd unknown,

Had not my verse exhal'd thy name,                      5

And with it imp'd the wings of Fame.

That killing power is none of thine:

I gave it to thy voice and eyes;
Thy sweets, thy graces, all are mine;

Thou art my star, shin'st in my skies:                10

Then dart not from thy borrow'd sphere
Lightning on him that fix'd thee there.

Tempt me with such affrights no more,

Lest what I mad_e I uncreate;
Let fools thy mystic forms adore,                          15

I '11 know thee in thy mortal state.
Wise poets that wrapp'd Truth in tales
Knew her themselves through all her veils.
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